
BAD LUCK 

By Westbrook Wilson > / 




THE CALENDAR was one of those such 
as you see in banks, with a separate page 
for each day of the year. On each page would 
be the date in numbers nearly six inches, tall. 
Every morning you would tear off one page. 

Mr. Johnson liked that calendar very much 
and he insisted that it be hung in the kitchen, 
directly across from the breakfast table where 
he could get a good look at it first thing in 
the morning. Mr. Johnson was quite near- 
sighted and couldn't make out the numbers 
ori an ordinary calendar without his glasses, 
and he hated to wear his glasses when eating 
breakfast because the grapefruit always squirt- 
ed on them. 

On a certain Friday morning, young Johnny 
Johnson was up a good hour ahead of his 
father. The boy heard the birds chirping and 
felt the warm breezes blowing in through his 
bedroom window. The sun was bright, the sky 
was blue, and he looked forward to s full 
day of baseball, swimming, hiking, fishing and 
the number of other fine things that could be 
done on such a splendid day, now that school 
was closed for the summer. 

He thought of school and frowned sSightly. 
"I wonder just how many more days of vaca- 
tion there are?" 

After quickly donning his clothes, young 
Johnny hurried downstairs to the sunfilled 
kitchen. On tiptoe he was able to reach the 
calendar. He took it down from the wall and 
carried it to his mother's desk in the living 

"I'll count the pages on this up to Labor 
Day and then I'll know just about how many 
more days of vacation are left," he thought. 

He counted, and was delighted to find there 
were plenty of days to look forward to. Johnny 
did not hate school, but it was good to know 
that a boy could spend most of the si 



time out of doors. He was smoothing the 
slightly ruffled leaves of the calendar down . 
flat again when he had the accident. He in- j 
advertently nudged a bottle of ink and it 1 
tipped, splattering on the first page of the 
calendar. 

"Oh, golly. Dad will be awful mad about 
this," thought the boy, as he righted the ink 
bottle and tried to blot. 

Then be had an idea. Only the top sheet of 
the calendar was smeared with ink. Johnny 
tore that sheet off. Then he carefully hung ■ 
the calendar in its old place in the kitchen. 

"Today is really Friday, the twelfth, and 
the calendar says it's Saturday, the thirteenth,' 
thought Johnny, "But may be nobody w 
notice. Anyway, it's better than having that 
inky smudged page hanging up there." 

At breakfast, Mr. Johnson was in a jolly 
mood. While buttering his pancakes he said, 
"Well, this is Friday and that means the end 
of another work week. Maybe we can do sor 
thing interesting this weekend if the weather 
stays good. How would you like a picnic, 
Johnny?" 

"Golly, that would be swell," said the boy. 
Johnny's mother smiled her approval, too. 

Then Mr. Johnson looked up at his calendar 
and saw the big number "13", but he couldn't 
see the word "Saturday" which was in smaller 
letters. 

He looked a little surprised as he said, "Well, 
well! Hmmm! I hadn't realized." 

Turning to his son, he declared, "Johnny, 
my boy, I'm going to take the morning off from 
work so I can teach you something. You are 
old enough now to learn this and it will do 
you good the rest of your life." 

Johnny looked apprehensive as he mumbled, 
"Yessir." 

Breakfast over, Johnny and his father walked 
side-by-side toward the business section. 
(Continued on inside back cover) 
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Bad Luck 

(Continued from inside front cover) 
"Now, Son," said Mr. Johnson, "what I want 
to teach you about today is superstition. Do 
you believe in good luck, bad luck, evil omens, 
charms, and all that nonsense?" 

"Why — er . . ." Johnny's stammer was sort 
of lost as Mr. Johnson continued, briskly. 
"It's all a pack of nonsense, really. Now today 
is Friday, the thirteenth. A lot of people be- 
lieve it's an unlucky day. Some of them are 
even scared to step out of the house. But, 
believe me, Friday, the thirteenth, is no nn- 
luckier than any other day.'' 

"But, Dad, this isn't. . . ." Again Johnny 
wasn't able to finish, as his father talked on. 

"A hard worker makes his own luck. Now 
look there. Do you see that black cat racing 
across the sidewalk just ahead of us? Some 
people would never cross that cat's path, but 
I'm not afraid!" 

Mr. Johnson stepped briskly forward, and 
turned to beckon his son.. He didn't see the 
huge dog that came charging after the cat. 
The dog banged hard against the man's legs 
and sent him falling like a football player who 
has just been tackled. 

"Are you hurt, Daddy?" cried Johnny. 
"No. no, just bruised here and there," said 
Mr. Johnson, scrambling to his feet. "That 
was bad luck — I mean, that was just a co- 
incidence that dog happened to be charging 
past right then. The black cat had nothing 
to do with it. Come along." 

A little farther along the street they saw a 
ladder resting against the side o£ a building. 
Mr. Johnson paused, one hand affectionately 
on his son's shoulder as he pointed toward the 
ladder. "You see that? Now a lot of people 
say it's bad luck to walk under a ladder. It's 
not bad luck at all. But it's common sense to 
avoid walking under a ladder. If you do walk 
under it, something might fall on you, like a 
can of paint or something." 

To demonstrate, Mr. Johnson started walk- 
ing around the ladder. He had to tread on the 
curb to get around, and just as he did so, a car 
whooshed by and sent a shower of muddy 
water all over his suit. Johnny, who had run 
through under the ladder, was not splashed 
at all. 

"Drat it!" exclaimed Mr. Johnson, trying to 



wipe the worst of the mud off with his hand- 
kerchief. "I see; " to be running into a lot of 
bad luck— I mean, misfortune. We'll have to 
go back home so I can change." 

He turned, and to avoid walking near the 
mud puddle again, he stepped under the ladder, 
just as a voice from above shouted, "Look out, 
below!" 

A can of red paint bonged against Mr. John- 
son's head, giving him a nasty goose egg and 
splattering his face and shoulders with crim- 

"I can't understand it, Johnny," grumbled 
Mr. Johnson. "How is it all these dreadful 
things are happening to me and nothing is 
happening to you?" 

Johnny took something out of his pocket. 
"Maybe it's on account of this good luck 
rabbit's foot I carry with me." 

Mr. Johnson snatched the rabbit's foot and 
exclaimed, "Bah! Another siily superstition! 
I'm going to throw it away!" As he drew back 
his arm to throw, his fist crashed through a 

"You're right," said Johnny, sympatheti- 
cally. "The rabbit's foot isn't lucky — for you!" 

When they got home, Mr. Johnson related 
to Johnny's mother everything that had hap- 
pened. He continued sadly, "I wanted to prove 
to the boy that Friday, the thirteenth, is not 
a jinx day. But I failed." 

"No you didn't," said Mrs. Johnson, "because 
today is not the thirteenth. It's Friday, the 
twelfth!" 

"But the calendar . . . ?" 
~ "The calendar says, 'Saturday, the 13th.' 
That's tomorrow's date. When you changed it, 
you must have pulled off two pages at once." 

*s» 1 MUST HAVE," sighed Mr. Johnson as 
he went to his room to get some fresh 

clothes. 

This left Johnny with a problem to puzzle 
out. Should he tell his parents it was he who 
changed the calendar or should he remain quiet 
about it? But in any case, he had learned one 
lesson: that bad luck— or good luck for that 
matter — can show up on any day of the week. 
THE END 



